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(Deeper Throw 



Sojourn from the hedge of destiny 

Turning off the trait of a fonefy road 

Succumbing to air unspeakg,6Ce scorch 

White watting tike a pedgy-hedgy trowt! 

Howting was an embarkjof the travait 

JLfarfrom the wings of an eagte 's hide. 

Lookjiot the Benches above 

The spine of a tree 's tocher Bow. 

'Yeah...! wasftying tike a crow 
In the air with no wings to trait 

The Btazing sunset of the day! 

Never turning against the wind 

of the east as it throw me deeper 

Into a despicaBte pit! 
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The (Ring Not Her Own (But Hers 



(Bounded By the sense of dis6e fiefs 

JLmid friends hip or any- 
The spurs of the moment queried 
On the worn glittering gold ring; 
The laughter giggles from within 
JLs this my dear friend admitted 
That it was not hers! ... 

(But it was off-handed 6y a kin or so 

Whose interest was the spectacle: 

(By the pfay of men it suddenly glittered 

flmid the joyful shouts and merries! 
(But, who could it Be among them 

Or it just flew out off finger's reach? 

It mattered not to who it may Be 

JLs the keen eyes shot at the ring 

(By the courtyard Bounded By men. 

Now, I see it worn By a naked finger 
To her delight the venturer's cry 
Shut By the eyes of the Beholder: 

Why? , JLsk^not to me But hers, Sarah! 

Semi-Finalist in !May 2002 International Open (Poetry 

Contest (www.poetry.com) and puBlished in an anthology 

entitled, OETTmS T<RPM TWE S0l)L 

(LiBrary of Congress ISW-0-795 1-5 160-8) 
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rfsirco-pyjf 



It 's Been the mother of pride: 
'The energizer of stiffneckedness, 

J? piercing pin of lewdness, 
A coaguCator of abominations, 
fi creator of gross destructions! 

It's the rust of the souf: 

JL flaming heat of fasciviousness 

That thritts every Bone and flesh; 

fin outpouring ofevitfrom within, 

fi tumuftous agony engraven. 

It 's a pinch of sensitive skin: 

fi piercing pain of heart 's Burn 

(EnaBCing the rotten wound to nip; 

fin outBurst of hidden anger 

Cutting through unexpected provocation! 
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A (BtueAnget 



(Beyond every Breath of heart 

fin angel draw a tear; 

In her own way of sensing, 

She gave the Best of things. 

She throw more Bits ofseff 

'To satisfy her home at rest; 

She gamBleda Bit of her own soul 

Staggered By the whims 

Of her own solace. 

She recalled a covenant to him at Best 

To settle with her heart at rest. 

A friend, yes am I to her from afar 

'Who toother pains to find a peace impart! 
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JL (Dreamers Wifcf Imagination 



It was as if a quickwithdraw: 

J? nice fitting, a nice candte glow, 

Lighted up a way in darkness shines 

Toretotdno Beginning, nor sparkled fines. 

It was as if a quickwithdraw: 

A Bad setting, a suBtfe candte gfow, 

Woundup a wind in stormy dimes 

(Danced no signalling, nor wiggled ensigns, 



It was as if a quick^stroke I ever knew: 

Like fines of marching stags ding no view, 

SuBttety cracked each nerve on chandefier's eyes 

How Beauty 've drawn a raredBCown spice. 

It was as if a hundred mites away: 

J? simple wish, a dream in one lighted view, 

I've walked atone in stormy weather casts 

fill I found is me dimBing a mountain tast. 

I've swam a Beating of waters' wonder road, 

JL mite or two is far-reaching struggle, cramps a load 

Twitched in pain, gasping a tast Breathe anew 

Hold no tines, immersing up and down in water's flow. 
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(But stiffed as a windsurfing a high frenzied wafh^ 

One who 's Been amazing, dinging a father's tafki 

I've woke up refreshed from a dirty water's stay 

9fow I five anew, a fife offuffness, great and happy! 
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JL (Friend And 'A (Brother 



I was groping for a friend 

In a net of eyes By the tube; 

I was took^ng for a Brother 

In a heart of dearness as old; 

I am sharing for a life 

To a friend not yet known; 

I am trusting a Brother 

Jit a distance my dreams' ve shown. 

I am talking to a friend 

In a net of dearness By the tuBe; 

I am looking at his eyes 

Seemed like Moses of old 

I am sharing for a life 

To a friend now yet called 

Jit a distance shared a promise 

Tor a newfound life yet assured; 

Tor at a distance, a friend 

jAnda Brother, now Behold; 

He's there, I'm here yet emBracing 

In this little lovely world. 
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JL Journey Of Everything New 



In my chifdhood, 

The journey was a periCous one: 

Tuff of hardships, pains and tears. 

In my adulthood, 

The journey was a generous one: 

Tuff of wonders, hardships and pains. 

In my manhood, 

The journey was a gentfe one: 

Tuff of smifes, wonders and hardships. 

(But in me, of years... 

jiff was in wonderfuf passion 

That happened from the Beauty 

Of everything new. 

Now, I askwhy? 
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A Search For^i True Friend 



fit the highways of -woes 

J? traveller viewed the wind Blows, 

As he climb up a fearful trail 

On top of a mountain or a hill 

He searched unbearable things 

That he wouldn 't want to know. 

He longed for something unknown 

That he wouldn 't like to see. 

He 's cleaving for something unusual 

That he wouldn 't want to feel. 

'Mow, all the things provided 

JLs he searched on the unprovided! 

What is it then that you see 
In your naked eyes as it slips away? 

What is it then that you feel 

In your naked skin as it wards away? 

JLh, the only way to a true friend 

Is the heart with gladness, 

Willingness to share what is it 

Treasured deep in his own senses! 
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jA. Searching (Beyond The Entangfement 



It was sporadically [aid upon mountains 

JLs it is so -with hills, vaffeys and more; 

It was splendidly crafted By dean hands 

As it weirdfully crumble Beneath, alone 

(By choices of searching eyes 

And a decision to make 

(Beyond the entanglement 

Of several downfall! 

What could Be there 
With one who is not 

JLndwillnot Be 

Within a cramp 
Or otherwise? 

'Your search 

Is within 

9Ay crampled 

(piece... 
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JA. Star Shines Vpon ^oursetf 



The morning star have shined anew 
More Brightly tike a mountain glow 
Vnnotice as it were seen we ff apart 
Tor the eyes of a Believer a Bond 
The tines of precepts made it grand! 
'You 've traveffedfar to search souk 

With Cjods Love, "Mercy, ^Wisdom caress: 

(Bring forth a prize in tested avenues 

fis gospel notes a plentiful stride 

%eepingyou affront against eviCs pride! 

^od gave you tests to endure to Bear on 
Never to lose sight against his presence; 
Tor many are called only few are chosen 
To take note of your lines By lines open 
To the eyes of those who kept unBelieving! 

'You shall Be like a seagull in the snow 

Striving hard to walk^afar a grinding pit: 

Tor, you teach those who preferred weakness 

To make them stronger least aBove yourself ; 

Tor a mission heartily sought, a rewards done! 

Tor a good man out of the good treasure of 

His heart Brings forth that which is good; 

fin evil man out of the evil treasure of 
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His heart Brings forth that which is evil: 

Tor the abundance of the heart his mouth speaks! 

(Don 't Cose sight upon those remained unseen 

(By your naked eyes, a -wisdom is pure Cy Bared; 

To teach the weahj-o Be strong and strong weak^ 

Strikes a Balance that your inner self find through! 

JLs the wind, you shall carry sleepy souls 

JLndamidyour humBle stride, lions kneel: 

Tor your wings is Beckoned like a prey 

In the eyes of Believers, great like light, 

Home is your crowning days await you Back] 

(But, rememBer of the sayings of old man prays: 

JLway with pride for it serves like rotten egg 

In your heart keep love and faith a virtue seed; 

Tly high like a seagull in the sky of hope 
(RememBer that a tree is found in the ground! 

In your reckoning, find faith, hope and love 

Though the wonders of a marvelous work^of Qod 

The (Book^of (Books crying out of the dust 

Serving like a living spirit in your heart. 

The (Bookoj 'Mormon is a pearl of great price 

The doctrine and covenant of man with Qod! 

find a star shines upon your heart. 
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JL thousand Smite From ¥011 



Everyday 

I've walked a long way tojiefd 

I can 't forget that simpfe smite 

Hn your face; 

Your CoveCy eyes I can see, 

Wearing a lonely heart for me. 

Sometimes I fear to hold you tight 

That tender touch of dreams... 

!My heart trembles a thousand rocks 

Where the springs of the mountain care. 

Now, I can see you close to me 

Laughters have changed my fears; 

Holding your hands in memory 

Xeeping my heart in tears... 

Once in a lifetime I have count 

That simple smile from you; 

I just wanna see you smile 

Counting a thousand view... 

Just stay, and I'll 6 e with you 

JL friend to hold and cares for you! 
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fi. Tune Of A (Breaking Heart 



Why is the wind timidly Blow this day 

That flowers are mantled By the clouds? 

Why is the sun shines fate its normal tracks 

That days V emptied By dawning light knocks; 

Tor the cacophony of silence tear all walls 

That even rocks torned tike paper packs? 

Why is the storm timidly ran Berser^this time 

That floods are walled By tiny Bits of rains? 

Why is the earthquake dance with the moon 

That nights' r singing out clouds in gentle Breeze; 

Tor the clanging cymBat of woes tornedtofore 

That even the softest spot of heart Burst to core? 

How pains' d flow within streams of clattered spots 

As joy is rare and happiness deluded every past? 

Oh how gentle care is every hand with eyes aglow, 

Only dream writes a Brittle-dot of sleeping dew, 

"Melting tike snow By wind, raining when hiatus grow, 

A tune of a Breaking heart slides a slip as in tow! 

Oh Breaks of pain now gently overcome this piece 

JLs this Bard draw every scene when darkle touds uvq 

With hopes that afflictions wouldn 't carry what he felt 

To the Woman he loved much more than a snow flakes, 
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J? simple heart that captures in slippery lanes shakes, 
Only a miracle can meet us of time when dawn Brea^sl 
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Across That Vniverse 



Across that Vniverse. . . 
Events Have togged down the town 

Of grass as it weirdfutty tooms; 

(Beneath the shattow hoCe in the sky 

The rains of a taggard [anguished 

"Underneath. . . shipping. . . searching archy 

As it quivers the snowy mountain top. 

Across that Vniverse. . . 

The zenith of that indigo tine across 

The sea come out tike surprise in the eyes; 

As it sparkted through a Beam of dust 

In the skies of memory that tastsl 

"Who! ..."Who! ..Oh! ? whates of the seas 

TumBted under the seabed of corat Benches. 

Across that Vniverse. . . 
The star of Andromeda and the (BtackjKote 

Stuck^time and space independent tyl 

Thence, where woutdthe crossing ships go? 

Where woutdthe stight twitches seam? 

Woutdit Be in the tight of Bit years 

To swattow pefectty the weight Beneath? 

Ah! ... human fraitties stitt tock^their timits! 
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(But, it seems as thoughts. . . it 6fin^s 

Jis wind of an invisi6fe metamorphosis: 

The unchanging paradox, is what 

Cjodis to himself, JLias! 
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fid Maggots 



..Just a freaky observation on termites 

Hunted down By unknown traders 

(By whims of their own agony 

Creeping tike woodworm sacked... 

JLBout to obey shouts outside 

White the prey hunters sfowfy, 

Qentty, crawling the camped sfot! 

Which one is not Belonging 

To this fowfied feathers 
(By the wings of an emBicite? 

Which one is not searching 

To this hafCowed fetters 

<By the shouts of a 6 find? 

JLh...poorCy fittfe maggots 

Shun away By their own pestering 

find their own proud heart deludes 

From the point of their shyness... 

Who am I then to judge 

find Be judged By the innocents? ! 

Jih...poorCy Bigger maggots 

Fought their own fosses. 
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fAndrea 



The innocence of your looks 
Trimmed every inch of sadness 

JLs we envy your freedom 
In doing everything without 

9dalice nor [imitations. 

Your recepta6idty to music 

Claps every hand around 

With voices shouting of 

Your countenance. 

flndrea, you are a fittfe angef 

To remind us the curtain 

Of our childhood; 

The very sound of your laughters 

(Do more inspiration in us 

To desire even the limitless 

Wilderness of our thoughts. 

Yeah... you are queen of our hearts 

J? freer change of old age! 
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JLngetTrom Jfome 



She 's sweet as a Honey on a Bacon 

fitted tike icings on a cake; 

So cloudy, 6foomy, and easy 

In her own world in cafvary. 

She seems confused of things can Be 

Like a sunbeam hiding underneath a tree; 

'You would fook^at her in gloomy feather 

Never have gotten to fly on free! 

She 's sweet as a honey on a Bacon 

Fitted like icings on a cake; 
So intriguing, lighting, and melting 

In her own world of flying. 

She seems downed of things will Be 

Like a sky haw k^re wing up a sea; 

'You would see her flirting the storm 

Never have gotten to land on free! 

Oh sweet as it may my angel from home 

The whole wide world is yours alone! 

Have to carry it last deep in your heart 

'Your moment of happiness never go fast. 
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finger 



X sweeping evil from an unknown thought 

Measuring things unwitting ly judged; 

J? candlestich^of mistakes from right, 

"Unswerving mafady of any particufars 

Slowly creeping within a sifent rage! 

JL lonely realization of right made wrong 

"Measuring headaches within woeful heart; 

fi mountainous number of grief s within 

To stride not stricken By needs 

Slowly rotting the flesh suBlime! 

(By counting many errors and mistakes 

(Bursting an immeasurable patience lay; 

fi yardstickof angels throng will pay 

fi Bridge Between right and wrong view 

(piercing the fearful heart Bit slow! 
JLnger's a maligned and uncharted wing, 

To endure against it or otherwise, 

May cause a whole wide world destruct 

fl jittery of flatters left with pride: 

fi mistake done so far and wide! 
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finger (two) 



Corrupted vision under a swaddling 6 find 

To things unable and things hard to find; 

Impatience is a virtue to its dogging kind 

(penetrating hearts of stone in Boldness clime! 

So much is painful in tumultous cover 

'Where a depiction in eyes is hard to share; 

JLllthings But mellow of malicious iniquity 

No wonder t'is world has its fullness agony. 

J? shaky change have its all-time poll 

Where swaggarts and mighty wolves enBrawl; 

Vultures feast its long time hunger's fare 

<Even those scattered Bones in desert fire. 

Or you may hear a shady Battlecry from afar 

Where Brawling muscles smite a Bloody howl; 

No tempest wave can stop a sweltering Blow 

Only the noBlest shadow hide a warrior show! 

The zenith of fame serve a Bounty swinger; 

%illedafew But pain has its Beehive 's anger 

No love is felt nor a tortous whims appear, 

Hideous heart conquers an unwitting snare. 
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(Ba6y[c 



on 



The (Redemption 

(By the time the day of the Lord 

Wiffcfinch its final throb; 

(BaByfon wiCCBe enve Coped 

(By her own -wickedness; 

find the rotten grains Cayed 

On the table wiCC cracky ou; 

Within your veins the impure Blood 

WifCswafCow your pride of iniquities; 

JLs the curse of Blood in your empire 

(From of aff times is levied upon you; 

find the souk of every men murdered 

Wiff count the days of your throes! 

The earth wiCCtremBCe tike a chifd 

With afl its fearful pleads and cries; 

JLndaCC of those that woufdnot Belong 

(The Lord witt carry them on- 

Into the pit of their own afflictions 

Their choice is over: 

For their faith in (jodwiCCBe [ate 

For their own redemptions! 

The Feast 



34 



A View From Afar Off 



Oh heavens, hear the voice and cries, 

Their Caments of forgiveness is unbounded; 

Never would anyone will carry the cross 

Tor the time of forgiveness is gone! 

The justice of the Lord is fair and just: 

Those who 've chosen wickedness 

Will be on their own head and Bond 

(But those who 've chosen life 

Will be on their final journey heavenward. 

(praise Be thy name, oh Lord of Hosts 

Your day has come with dreadful cause! 

JLndin the sky, the fowls go yonder 

In feast they celebrate with the vultures: 

Tor the harvest is done wittingly 

(By the Hands of the Lord indeed 

The Hades of Sorrows 

(Babylon will be bound to the hades of sorrows 

Where the painful afflictions cracki 

find in the days of the Lord will come 

Like afire devouring the stubble! 
find in the midst of these eventful years 
J? dragon's how I will be heard in bound: 
'Oh (Babylon, why hast thou forsaken me? 
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Where are those that promised gtory? ' 

JLs if in imitation, you are ptuckedwith mud 

find the rows of spirits fined in your way; 

'They are crying in your dead songs in 6 find 

JLnd the ground witt shake your tempest throes! 

The (Destiny 

(Baby ion, By the time the day of the Lord 

Witt visit your ground not yours; 

The Base of your iniquities from the time 

Of old wilt Be accounted in your days; 

The conquered witt rise tike heat of the sun 

find devoured your most holy ground apart; 

JLndyour days witt not Be rememBered 

Anymore than a history and a thought: 

'Was this the conqueror of the earth 

That hotds the wortdin his hands? ' 

Oh, destiny unfotdthe ever-written on the pages 

(Reatty happened in those days fi natty 

(By the reatity of the time oftife... 

(Evertasting condemnation indeed is done 

(By the Lords day of judgment. 
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(Birth (Pains (to the mothers of the wortd) 



Oh Happy days, we chide the voluptuous 

Memories Began By youthful inclinations 

'The gleeful hours not wasted Beyond, 

Easy way nor hard-knocked plays. 

The temBlor matters not, terriBly 

Shaken By promiscuous advances: 

The lust within not aBandoned 

(By whims Burst into ventured array! 

JLh! It sets out free the weight Bounded 

On and on, closer than it were old 

On days oflaBor, she cried the unwilling 

Song Began By moans and censures- 

(But, it was too late looking Bach^ 

(Behind the closed curtains of woes. 

The pains never cease at will nor ordered 

(By the command of nature orso- 

Thus, the expected cried hard 

JLnd emBroiled ceasing silence By cant. 

Oh, why this Beauty of procreation 
Hound every way of living days Beyond! 

On days of growth and trimming By 

The whims Began to show alluring- 

The painful days forgotten and faded 

Another plant cropped in tow... 
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'When will this trade of angels come not 

This material world turning and glow? 

(Even those at odds giving their share 

find every thing are tremored disarray! 

9fo wonder, the plentiful harvest drained 

9fo share given nor share to Behold. 

On days of compunction, we chant By 

'The hyperBole of songs andpraises- 

JLnd hysterious hygiene of woes 

Stalled the hustles and panting prays... 

Thence, the culprit of it all shied away 

Hostily humming in cheerful quest 

find tearing down the torrid walls 

'With a pinch of dusts Blown instead! 

9fo reasons of thoughts can allure 

The nature 's gallows, agalant stand fall. 



38 



A View From Afar Off 



(Btan^Sensation 



The tiny dots about the shore fines 

(paddles a penny Bundle that Bind; 

It's delightful suBstance creeping to fay 

JLndthe Bottom was wide tike Blach^clay. 

The moving sinews wind a cfasping 

Twirfed sea-hair white caps B lending; 

JLs it flew aBove the Cine swirling 
It's the Beauty of the cloud re facing. 

Oh Blanf^sensation catches the heart 

(Forgetting affthe Borders as it flows in; 

Looking at a whitish omniscent view 

To the Cast Breathe it fairly show. 

The tremulous coagulation deepened 

^Within the lines of inclining hyacinth; 

Twas as if a flow engraving within 

While the flesh hilt to a hype white singing. 

The craddling sinews wind a Beaching 

Juried sea-hair white caps splicing; 

JLs it ran the roadside in swimming fine, 

It's perturBed Beauty engraved a dime. 

Oh Blanf^sensation catches my eyes 
JLs I see that Beauty underneath the lies; 
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It catches worm Beyond my fleshy reach 
One By one it dutches as I had my pitch! 
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(BuCrusFies 



Silent as they've grown in deep water's Bed 

Seeing up above the Bottom, down a sledge 

Their short-sight shoots, its Branches zooms 

To tame the Blue shy as it Blooms. 

Their delicate roots crawl in softly mud 

Where tiny fishes gathered as their haBitat; 

They stand like twigs of those green meadows 

fi sight-reach pole Beneath, in a space windows. 

Their Bodies when cut, knitly weaved and dauBed 

Will surely serve like a shepherds swampland huB; 

With sticky slime and pitch they merrily glow 

Oh yes, they flag in Beauty at riverBanh^s Brow. 
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Change 



It is a perifous venture to an unknown 

Where the fiving worfdis fimitfess 

Like weeds from a faraway [and 

(Dreaming. . . and hoping. . . 

It is a desert where the woes tremble 

Like a torch 's sparkfe at night 

And the origin is not known yet 

Chanting. ..and [if ting. . . 

(But, it has wings that can endure 
(Even swaffow those that are Bigger, 

It has eyes that can examine 
Even those who do not deserve it. 

9dost ofaff, it Begins everything new! 
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Chanting Cymbats Of Last Hope 



JLs I walked the way 

(By the crossroad of woes; 

Worrying up a Bit 

(By my wandering toes; 

Jis my tattered sandals 

Said: I can 't go no longer, 

9Ay Burdened feet slumBer 

(By the endless torment trail 

JLs my hand moved to crawl 

(By the crossroad of -pains; 

Worrying up a little 

(By my wandering spins; 

Jis my rippened wound 

kittled up so as to surrender; 

My Burdened spirit clumBer 

(By the endless joy trail 

fit last, I see a silhoutted light 

(By the glance of my flattened eyes; 

JLs the woes pained in a scoop, 

Here the chanting cymBals of last hope! 
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Choked (Breath In (Peace 



As I ran mites ofun6reatHa6fe sleep 

Carrying on shoulder a horriBle toad; 

While the wind comforted my weary, 

Littfe that it toofato Breath a mercy. 

The s fanny pathway Cooped a tear 

Cracked By fittfe passage a way out; 

The smeffwas terriBCy demured 

And the trees surrendered and vowed; 

As the ground slipped a goahyflip. 

As I winch frightful pain underneath 

My lungs hurdled a garBledair out; 

94y sfan eloped a swirling muse of mess 

And the sticky fungus gush out a split. 

Amazingly I wonder a careful thought: 

Is it an eternal way to pierce swaddling piece 

As if a mirtle comes to perf orate a seize? 

Though weary as I shouldn 't Be, 
A choked Breathe woke me up in peace. 



A View From Afar Off 



Ctocf^ Izd^ Cfocf^ Izd^ 



Ctock^ tick] . . . Ctock^ tick] 

It's 6: 30 in the morning: 

Have to go through descent Bath 

Have to change every Bit of me 

Have water rinse me everyway! 

Ctock^ tickl . . . Cfock^ tickl 

It 's 7: 00 in the morning: 

Have to go the kitchen 

Have to cook^every Breakfast then 

Have the food futt me every when! 

Ctocfi tickl . . . Ctock, tickl 

It 's 4: 00 in the afternoon: 

Have to sift aff papers on my taBCe 

Have them file in my drawers hatf 

Have me reCa^my day's cafC. 

Cfock, tickl . . . Cfock, tickl 

It 's 9: 00 in the evening: 

Have to settfe my Bed tike a sef 

Have the Burden of the day off 

Have me win my goodnight steep I 
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Comfort Of Heart 



How come every night, sCeep is hard to find 

'You voice's memory seems haunting me Behind; 

'Your giggling smites and laughters is so fine and fair 

T'is ofdyoung heart imagining each moment we share. 

I wish to conquer the Biting scorch ofsunfight, 

in the midst of pain and weary dose my sight; 

I travelled the darkless among the wolves 

'While thistles were duggedin my feet 's sholves. 

So, tenuous was the pain that invades a heart 

So, tremendous was the Bachfoad from a start; 

!Nb matter what it may Become a consequence of sort 

I always prefer a comfort of heart, a last recourse! 
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Confusing As I Was 



I've had 'plenty of misses, 

One down the other in wishes; 

It tum6 fed down tike races, 

Showing nothing But carelessness. 

I've Been in a weB of clouts, 

One down the other in floats; 

It driBBled down like moths 

In play of lamps with douBts. 

Confusing as I was in a play, 

listening out with no sounds 

like a caravan of little gypsy. 

It runs like a river under snow, 

grounds have tremBled high and low! 

I've neverwantera material wealths, 

JLndeven in a dream surely quilts; 

(But in a ransom soon it silts, 

Like a river Bank^of snows' guilt! 

(Really confusing as I was felt. 
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Confusing Chat 



I found a girl who 's 32 

'Who chat with me and said he Ho; 

She recited to me (Desiderata 

With a few tines I forgot 

She caught me speeded 6y her chat! 

I wondered a Cot of themes from her 

She caught me stumBled 

J? Brokenhearted peer... 

She tatted with painful feeling 

Caught my heart 's struggling pain. 

She asked me things I don 't know, 

I left her crying her own tears upflowl 

I told her, you need to rest 

From your streaming tears on the net. 

(But it seems that she loved it though 

JLs I stood up and say Bye Bye BaBycoo. 

So I stood up and left her staying 

On a chat room which I things hers. 

She asked more of my opinion 

(But I can't tell her own oBlivion! 
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Crac^VpA TrackjTo (Point fl Nowhere 



Oh this coot lonely road to nowhere 

Heave a trapping underneath my skin 

It shooves no wrinkle upon rocky thorns 

Like Bluish armament in subtle aims. 

Oh this coot lonely trait to nowhere 

(Brings up my feet in tracking stilt 

"My feet have anchored so much pain 

In place of anger over the chain. 

Oh this coot lonely path to nowhere 

I see Better than a sublime walk^upon it 

Neither the hallowed ground can make a trail 

'To a lonely man like me walking in ambush keel 
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Cunning (Doubts 



Quite as it Beams from the winds 

allured by a sattire of agony; 

It quivers from a slim sinew 

'While Hyping up a garbled mum 

Slowly wiggling off a trail hop. 

'Yeah the walks are light 

(But never easy as it shines: 

Your countenance is viewed deeply 

(By the eyes of your cunning feat. 

(Doubts is fear and death 

To the heart that is truly set. 
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(Dog Of (Prey 



Switching up a hyacinth of refinery Before 

I twiddle the fangs of debauchery! 

I swindle a Bait to win a throng of lashes, 

Sighing was all I can now unleash. 

Confused was I, just let go off my feet 

To travel the highway Backjn my rest; 

Looking Bach^aroundwith no regard of wit 

Shouting like a lion with no sounds of haste. 

fill was I in the shadow stay, no sparkles 

Nora Blinkof light to shine a Breath; 

I live within my own licking means of heat 

find dodge around in the darf^as others raced. 

My fate never ended up a horizon of woe 

fis my cradle wont a surrender from toe to toe; 

I Barbed endlessly with my swaddling voice, 

Endedup a cry in the hands of my hunter's choice! 
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(Dreams Love find Meeting 



(Dreams 

fire passions untamed and free 

In the dosing hours of every day; 

(By [oozing at the threshold at Bar 

"Means nothing for the searcher's prey. 

(But, 

It seems as though a delight 

Tor certain looks abound Beyond flight, 

Naught By the own whims and desires 

JLnd within hurdles, it Braves wide. 

No wonder, no pain, nor fame 

To fade and hide! 

Love 
Is a desire in passion, chained and freed 

In the closing days of every hour; 

(By waiting at the crest and threshold 

Means everything for lover's delight. 

(But, 

It deems as though a mantle 

Tor certain loo^s, wild and free! 

Naught to the whims nor caprices 

find within Bundles, it thrives wide. 

Not easy norvainful, of felt in chide and hide! 
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Feelings 

JLre expressed 6y actions 

In the tremufous days of every dream; 

Closer to hold, near to reach But far 

(By the fate of a materia I world 

(But, 

It would pin the foe, win their delight 

fit the garden of love 's rendezvous; 

!Nb matter what the spectators told anew 

To the Bards and the desert crow. 
Tor actions spoken hard far more But few! 
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(EternatJfeart 



(perfect Beauty reveafs its sound 

Imposing a willed comfort By tines; 

!Nb taint of affliction there may Be found 

Only a Beat of fife that plainly shines. 

T^isfree space huddled many uftimates 

Jis inclined fittings to make each shifts, 

It succumBs to wind B Cowing in tiny pins, 

It touches a ground in haCfowed dens. 

Its trim fling through Cong river Beds, 

(flittering tike Bits of cascades in summer leads; 

J? season Brandishing its own array, 

%nee ling for a time of comfort in pray. 

Its fluctuate of tune 's a hidden piece, 

(Binds mortality in a florid ray; 

Flippant as it may to nail its trace, 

Silently By sleep in a day of rest. 

'Now, I know why t 'is lasting peace flow, 

It's a prized treasure in heaven that angel's glow! 

Immortality enflames an everlasting hail, 

(Eternal heart is plain which surely never fail. 
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<Every (Day Meaning Of Time 



I -wish to find the meaning of time 

To worhJ)achj,he 6eginning of age; 

I wish to find the meaning of creation 

To wor^forward the Beginning of fife: 

Jis man traveled from the dust 
Of this earth to unravel new wonders! 

Isn 't it rightfuffy right to asf^ 

Or isn 't it wrongfuffy wrong to dec fine 

Finding new meaning of time at fast? 

Tor time Begins from the first 

^wakening fight out of darkless, 

When the gafaxies of fights 

In heavens spread the poetic 

Symphony song of the heart 

As it gentfy express the goodness 

Of its harmonic speff of fimits 

Tofeefthe Beat of time 

In new meaning in every day of fife... 

Ah, time indeed is the essence 
Of spirit, the Beginning of moment! 
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(Everybody Sees (Ptain Ignorance Of Jfis 

Own 

(Everybody sees entertaining -wisdom, 

(pleasures of the heart, pain 

JLnd destruction! 

(Everybody sees entertaining values, 

"Modern technology, efficiency, 

(Death and catastrophe! 

Everybody sees climbing cost of 

Living, modern society, treasure 

(fathering, greed and anger! 

Everybody sees growth of knowledge, 

Men and children, fancy, ecstasy, 

(Deceits, and turmoils! 

Everybody sees ingenuity of fantasies, 

Husbands and wives, lusts, wickedness, 

Selfishness, andidols! 

Everybody sees ravages of war, beauty 

Of peace, families, excitements, 

Lessons and history! 

Everybody sees it passively, unwittingly 

Or plain ignorance that of his own! ? 
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(Eyemoon 



Alluring eye of the universe 
Silhoutting the reflection 

Of divine certainty. 

^he shore fine of the sea 

Silently sing in harmony 

While the vuCnera6fe rocks 

fit its feet, danced the melody. 

'The Bluish shy in cirus clouds 
%issedthe eye of wonders: 

The moon at its Best reflection 

Scroll the gentle stars 

The day's calling the night. 

There and then, 

The eye of the moon 

Smiles at me... 

Is it? 



57 



Geopoet 



<Eye 's (Rendezvous 



Here an instance Be stiff to sense, 

Tee f the throb of a heart's content; 

fin innocent foohjofeyes in faith, 
Comes now the sincerest fove 's manifest. 
JL fiery Coof^cankers the softness ofsteef, 

JLs it perf orates the impenetra6fe, 
Waffs unveifed; 

No doubt, so many years offonging 

J? past in snare, 

fin end come, an embrace fast the fear. 

Those subtfe eyes so innocent a foof^ 

(Bears an insatiabfe chariot run taste in hookl 

This stony pfume many months have died, 

Now started scribbfing a stormy symphony 

ofdefight. 

Oh, how wonders human eyes can be: 

So simpfe thoughts in mind to spear, 

The Lord omnipotent 've share his so face see 

Like me in wonder asked What coufdit be? 

He said: To settfe your fears, now you know 

(Be stiff not weary, god's your eye's rendezvous! 
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(pair Qarfxmdln 'TheJ&r 



..<ForJoCene !Michou 

Inflamed By racing canopy 

Of fife 's plenty stroke 

Came a Bud "wondrousfy 

Iimpfe and cunning. 

JLs she wore that smite 

(By its sweetest gtide 

JLtfis weff and easy to scribe. 

(By the wind, she anchors 

With such Beauty's Band: 

Simpty a morass of toner s song 

Snuff By its Covefy spring- 

!Meffow By wind's gentie toss, 

So precious tike crystaf 

T air gar [and in the air 

Off By my hand! 
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Tear 



J? soothing pain 
Within a tremufous agony; 

JL [imping act 
'That conquers the heart! 

It makes anger 

Ji way out offaughter; 

It ma^es impatience 

fi luster of profanity; 

It makes iniquity 

Jft. virtue ofevif. 

Thus, 

Tear never Brings out 

The joy of heart 
Trom heaven 's xvefC. 
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Finger Turning Thorn 



'Way up in the skyline 

A star swarmed its unending taw; 

JLs a finger point above it 

(Roots were anchored Beneath. 

"Muddy earth 's Braze a citadel 

Joyfully crumBles its leaf, 

While Branches of a tree 

Line their way up in glide; 

The air's willfully cling a shy 

Vnto its awkward trance, 
(pulled By its untamed Bushes 
(Ensnared the dance Bit By Bit; 
Now I know the sky immerse 

(By a kiss on the ground; 
The melody 's forgotten song 

Try to wiggle the ring 

On a finger turning thorn... 

(But the pain is laid in still 

Comforting the loner's will 

(By and By, alCs gone dry. 
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(Footish Imagination Cankers 



J? su6tfe mind can swim Beyond the cfouds 

Where foolish imagination can crawl; 

JLs the fingers played -with the tuning ember 

Luckwas a play of words. 

I swim Beyond every air in the space 
Holding the Bountiful harvest lay; 
Swinging my strength in each Blow 
Vntil I finally reach at hand a lace. 

I just wondered how chances play 

When a symphony is sung among lines; 

find the wind will court a flimsy stag 

(Run out of direction where Bird slay! 

So foolish am I, yes, I was 

Seeking something out of nothing; 

Opening every door in sheltered agony 

Closing one of the lucky chances pass. 

flh, foolish imagination yes, it is... 

What others can 't see, I do hold in Bay 

Carefully crafting a single Blow towards aim 

Jis I kneel in pain and curling up my knees. 



A View From Afar Off 



Is man a suBtte 6eing in immutation? 

Or is it tike a ctasped hand, a day formed 

®y the markofits own choices 6foom 

So far of its chartered journey in perdition? 

I ashjny own, and found my own footed view 

9fo seeding is needed nor finding every find; 

So profusety I have ctadmy own iniquities 

Jis my suBtte Being reminiscing a painful Btowl 

Tootish whims atways canker purity 

Catching the heart in disarray; 

JLdjutating one in every inch I seek^ 

It turned out to Be worthtess impropriety. 
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gift "Wonders Of The Spirit 



I had a goodnight sCeep 

Full of wonderful dreams, 

One [oyer to one another 

Larks tike a wayward Bird. 

So sweet was the symphony 

Carrying with it the heart; 

Flesh trembles like thunder 

(Body come amusing to an end! 

I had a wonderful sleep 

Full of dreams snoring, 

It never failed to share 

One heap to one another 

Harks like a nightingale. 

So Beautiful was the scenes 

(Emerging with it the heart; 
Flesh Bountiful like stars 

(Body come amusing the leap! 

flh! ...the gift wonders 
Of the spirit! 
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Qod Is "Where "You WMfcBe 



JL Heart sweeter than sweet 

In the eyes of many catting 

From out of the deep: 

A voice heard from the a6yss 

Of mysteries revealed... 

'You 're one of those catted 

That answered for something 

Vnknown and now known in you: 

Christ 's a mystery and always Be... 

'The hands nailed for something 

9duch higher than what men 

Have thought, (Bigger than the 

(Biggest of them all, just a least... 

Tor never have heard voice of sweet 

JL love that is unknown and now is 'YOV. 

'Yours will Be a sweet dream 

Vnknownfrom the wilderness of your wait: 

Cjod Himself is where you will Be. 
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god Of My Sout Lord Of <My Heart 



Oh Lord, Jesus, my Saviour: 

Jisyou redeemed me of my soul, 

I have strive to Be one tike 'You; 

I have searched your presence 

In every pages of my heart; 

I have searched your power 

In every pages of my spirit; 

flndatfl have is 'You 

In the deepest anchor of my own. 

Oh Lord, Jesus, my (Redeemer: 

JLsyou saved me from my sins, 

I have strive to Be one of your angefs; 

I have searched your voice 

In every pages of my soul; 

I have searched your Coving heart 

In every pages of my person; 

JLndaffI have is Faith 

In the deepest anchor of my setf 

Lord Jesus Christ: 
Qodofmy souf, Lord of my heart. 
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Qo£s (greatest Find 



See Beyond watts, go over each tine, 

(Reach out every hand, keep your mind, 

Hug ti's tight, toosenfrom rich mine, 

threat treasure when shared, ends entwine: 

Wash your heart offootish dirts and Bind, 

Search your wind, hedge out your hind 

Tho' pain isfett,just make it rhyme, 

fl. heart 's known suffering 

Is §ods greatest find! 
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Haggard 



J? friend's eyes 

Is clouded with the wits 

Of His own thoughts. 

J? friends wish 

Is wiffed6y the efforts 

Of his own tabor. 

fi friends action 

Is Benighted By the slam 

Of his own door. 

Onfy one remains... 

His dream and afflictions. 

Haggard as he may Be 

(But, the worf^starts 

Here! 
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Hidden JLgendum ^itth 



Harsh as it may Be within 

JL pfain agony reach a toff 

!Nb hidden agendum were done 

(But fifth on sifhy wind 

That cfothe the Bind. 

Source coufdrustfe whofe 
That when it profiferates, 

JLfifthy mindisfifthy as did; 
Worried feefing endures not 

Secrets unveifedto evifs deed 

Ohfifthy mindset ruins a pfain 

When simpfe arts reveafed unseen 

Those squaw fs in sea pure in sin: 

JL heart of wickedness demures 

(But foved those iniquities stiff 

Now, I figured what an evifman is 

When the heart 's not pure in fove 

Nor pfain in simpfe creeds; 

!Nb unknown vaffeys can kept it unwind 

When the intention is wrong fy Bind 

JLhfifthy mindset as I am 
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Now climbing within the course 

Of my own pit tike a swine: 

My heart trembles ofsinly doom 

On a man I trusted with hidden agendum! 
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IflmfA. (Bird Overwhelmed (But Vnderway 



JLtt things were their impossibility 

(But only one can make it free. 
I was Bounded to an array oftriafs 

Where my fingers strofCthe keys; 
It seems as though ait are possible 

Overwhelmed as I am underway! 

It is as if I was shooting in the air 

Where the Birds fly like jets in the sky; 

Nothing to worry about underneath 

(But the Beauty of the views to see. 

I was then Bounded By a unique array 

Where my wings can fly high in a stroll; 

It seems as though all are impossiBle 

Overwhelmed as I am underway! 

Hush and hush and hush and hush... 

My flying is not a climB nor a push; 
Flush and flush and flush and flush... 

(Birds like me can endure the cruise! 
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I Am A Citizen Of "The WorCcf 



I am a citizen of the world 

find my home is my abode: 

(Rivers, takes andvaffeys 

fire my sources of fife; 

Trees, Birds and mountains 

fire my pride! 

I am a citizen of the xvorfd 

find my home is my abode: 

Seas, fishes and oceans 

fire my sources of hope; 

Shore fines, rocks and Beaches 

fire my cfiches! 

I am a citizen of the xvorfd 

find my peace is your company: 

My chifdren, refatives and friends 

fire my sources of strength; 

'Their fove, care and tender touch 

fire my tabernactes. 

I am a citizen of mankind 

find the xvhofe xvorfd is my abode. 
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IAndTke Tiny (Bird 



JLs I xvaff^aCong the Beach of sorrow 

A tiny Bird flew aBove my morrow, 

'The only thing 's [eft and done 

A [one footstep marked on the ground 

JLs I see the sunRght drew it Rmits 

JL tiny Bird sang aBove its own zenith, 

The on[y thing 's [eft and shown 

A [one footstep she marked on the ground 

JLh, this tiny Birdharkfike an eagk, 

She Bkw a gaggted horn unscored; 

It wiggted her feathers unfurted 

She spread out her even wings cotd. 

Now, I have on[y one thing to reckon, 

In my own [ove[y wor[d of imagination, 

The on[y thing s [eft for me is gone 

Inside a heart 's hidden comprehension! 

Now, I see no more than wor[ds frictions, 

9Ay mind travek aBove certain wanderings 

JLs the desert of woes catted itfusions 

Forgone 's wetfin my own confusions! 
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I (Do As I Am "To (Do NaturaCCy 



I five as I am to five 

I fit as I am to fit 

I sit as I am to sit 

I ^iss as I am to kiss! 

I watf^as I am to watf^ 

I smite as I am to smite 

I worf^as I am to worf^ 

I rest as I am to rest! 

I wake up as I am to wake up 

I stand up as I am to stand up 

I tie down as I am to tie down 

I steep as I am to steep! 

I write as I am to write 

I read as I am to read 

I tHin^as I am to thinf^ 

I see as I am to see! 

I run as I am to run 

I race as I am to race 

I ride as I am to ride 

I win as I am to win! 



A View From Afar Off 



IfOnfy To ^acfTfle Sparges Of The Stars 



Astounding as it may be a morphic canopy 

Of either ecstasy or fantasy: 

A perfected symbol of pendofized words 

Though imperfect in meaning 

Of its reality, a free meaning stiff 

Hanging cfouds of doubts? 

What is there hidden in the skyward 

That men seem to entangfe 

(But by its own meaning or cfout? 

Why is there hidden at heaven 's ward 

That men remained at birth 

(By its own meaning of fife or death? 

The dearth canopy must be opened 

Tor the wandering scribe to write; 

And the sages to give meaning 

The vofuminous messages of fights! 

Ifonfy to read the spar^fes of the stars 

In the ocean of heaven 's de fight: 

Indeed, a perfected symbof of might! 
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I [fusion Or (ReaCity 



Jis I glanced at the moonlit shadow 
(By the river, a sifhoutte dance 

Like a theater show, 

It soothed within my nerves 

flndfed6y, no wonder as they growl 

IfeCt the cofdfy Stowing wind 

JLs the moon cfeave to darkle louds 

Hiding tike a child in fear 

White glistening at a fair. 

JLs I stood Backhand tow a glimpse, 

It never have wrought nor clinched; 

Jis the flow of waters crash like singed, 

It called for the archers for its limbs. 

fih, a wondrous sight amid darkless 

Where the sparkles was like lynch, 

It hits the shadow where I pen 

'This lovely little wondering again! 

Illusion or reality, as I chose 

No matter what it was 

Or what it should..? 
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iCCusions 



SuBtle as it is to Be 

flmidst a chorus offitany 

Something unusual haunting 

Like a carousel of joy But fainting 

^Within a careless hype: 
The desire is never Before known 

Neither yet to Be known 

(But the experience is so unique, 

(Rarely held But surely cleaved. 

None of it was reality 

(But it conquers the heart 

'To sudden death! 

What it may Be at odds 

The eBBs tried to falter like a melody 

(But the song remained unsung 

(By those that do not sing 

(But uttered By those who sung. 

Illusion as it may Be known 

(But not to an extent Beyond 

T'he imagination of what is reality! 
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In the <Eyes Of A JexveCCer 



Naked as before... 
Illuminating a freedom of choice 

(By the agency of free will 

Wrapping around tike vine grows. 

It glitters from sunlight 

Inviting inner desire to wear. 

It throbs as first delight of heart 

(graining an edge to endure. 

The hole needs watery plasm 

To keep it deep and Bound! 

When raising it skyline, 

fin eye turned to night, 

(But when you wear it through, 

It sparkles like rain passing By 

Through a screen of snow. 

Unique as Before few can find 

Is nothing But painful delight... 

(Forever is a promicuous promise. 

J? poet asked, what Beauty has 

This ring in the eyes of a jeweller? 
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James My Friend 



James... 
Spare not the strong -winds to endure: 

JLs your wings struggle to fly, 
The light of day: Tor about the wind 

'You will see no dust, as you felt it 

Cleanse your feathers with tiny rains 

Showered from heavens above 

JLsyou thanhj^odforit. 

James... 

The dawn of light in the east shines upon you: 

Jisyoufly the wind of uncertainty. 

Tor the breaking light you brought there 

Is marvelously treasured like a deep-sea 

Tearl- only those with a pure heart 

Can share the glory of your brightness 

JLbove the air of small things believing! 

James... 

Spread your wings lika an eagle of the jungle: 

Spare not the strong winds to endure 

Tor above the hills and mountains 

'Your voice will be heard- to pierce 

Through the towers of doubts! 

Only when your heart of light 

Sprinkles the saving rains of grace. 

James... 
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Tty high and see the islands of the seas: 

tRigfitty futfitting Isaiah's dreams ofotd! 

Tor the Lord your (jodwittBe tike water 

In the waiting cup to quench your thirst 

Tor the goodness of your heart. 

(Remember, the Wisdom ofCjodtay to every 

Seeder as you are one who sought it hard! 

James... 

'You are the tight of the spirits of the seas: 

Where the peart of the orient toys in Bed 

JLsyou dream your days to come 

Forget not the teachings of Jesus 

Written in your heart: JLway with pride 

Tor the scepter is home! 

Why? ...JLsk^me not, James my friend... 

Tor the futfitting moment is in your hands 

Choose the right, it shatt Be yours in deed. 
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Lavender 



Scrolling from the midst of a triumph 
Craved By the doom of an angel Blow. 

'The torrents crown the Beam of 

Of splashing fights to pCay the squaw I 

'While aBove the indigo sea, it drifted 

I've seen great fiftsfrom aBove 

Creeping down in unison from the cfouds 

'White the sea is crowned By white caps 

Swaying, dancing the eastern wind; 

It is there sprawfing a favender hide. 

'Who coufdwin the startled lonely sea? 

'Who could cry happily with such whims? 

'When in deep a citadel hope for pain 

'Wearying the Burning clouds of rain? 

flh, raving Beauty loves more than filth 

(Becomes a staunch paradox. 

Of a lavender pique. 

'Who then is worthy or who 're not? 

The answer is laid in your heart. 
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Like A Candte Lit In T^he (Dar^ 



'There are times that I'm tost from you, 

There are times that I hotdyou, 

Tee t you deep in my heart, 

'You 're an empty fight, 

(Deep in my soufyou 're the one I see 

Shining tike a morning star 

Like a candte tit in the dark^ 

There are times that I'm catted for you, 

There are times that I refuse you, 

(Deny you deep in my heart, 

'You 're an empty space, 

(Deep in my soutyou 're the one I see 

(Rising tike a morning star 

Like a candte tit in the dart^ 

Teetthe Lord in your heart, 

I tost him once, But I found one 

In hisptace, 

Like a candte tit in the dark^ 
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Listen Jis ¥ou Qtistened^he (Bad Show 



Chatting amid the way off the tine, 
In a round table hue fifed 6y wild vine; 
Searhing eyes tumBfed a gfassy gfance, 
As it wifffuffy shout around in wine. 

As I fistenedto the crafting fynch 

Of wifd words and pinches in defense; 

'The chatter aw^wardfy taken aBacf^ 

To the Bankjoj wifd daughters rack] 

JLnd the sounds around have grown Big 

As near to c fatter the Bounded feg; 

The faughter have fauncheda gig, 

And whitt fed down a Bfanf^hunchpeg. 

In anyway, the sounds Boom fike a saw 

Cutting the edges of a crippfedBfow; 

(Benched the crunching nut in tow 

Now Bfown fike a wind in the windy hue! 

Jih, this hunhypunhy show moved me 

As I sett fed in a racing chair sfowfy; 

The wind in a Bfower hurfed a wifdBfow 

As I weirdfuffy gfance the Bad show! 
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LoneCy <Eyes 



'The first time I saw your gent Ce eyes 

I was amazed 6y the content of strength; 

How you endured it, how you Borne the pain 

Is a big awesome wonder that I have seen. 

Ifeft that you have a Cot of remorse to shade 

Jl Cone journey that your Cife have Cived; 

I couCd never have drawn the vigor of your test 

Least I saw you crying underneath your siCent rest. 

JLndnow, I see the ConeCy nights you've spent 

With the naked piCCows and Bed sheet to embrace; 

Now my dardng, get on and keep up your face 

^morrow is another day to endure in this space. 

I am here to provide you comfort and Caughter 
That you have forgotten even in your ConeCy spare; 

9fevertheCess, you have endured and share 
The Beauty of your heart what a venture to Bear. 

This heart of mine is no Conger open to you 

(But a tiny Beat of Cove have come in your ConeCy g Cow; 

I don't know that things wouCdBe wrong, it hurts By far 

To my ConeCy shadow I hope TCC find where you are! 
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(But hurdles clung in one walled lullaby 

JLs I went on dancing in the -wind, a cHifdCy try. 

The voice was husky yet affuringfy soft to mend 

JLnd seems the whofe sky was looking my lonely pend; 

Tor no matter how treks went on hindering my pen 

Just as long as my love is here for a Beautiful end. 
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Lord Send Me Like rfourflnget 



'There are times in the fife of man, 

'You it never know when Qod caffs you; 

find when you heard his voice, 

'You don't know if it's time of fate. 

There are times when our god caffs you, 

Tor the message of his fove and grace; 

find when you heard his voice, 

'You don 't know if it 's time of fate. 

Oh Lord, send me fike your angef, 

Showing me the way in your grace; 

'Yes Lord, hofdme fike your angef , 

Shining fike a star in your heart. 

There are times in the fife of man, 

'You 'ft never know when §od kisses you; 

find when you fee f his dps, 

'You don 't know if it 's time or fate. 

There are times when our god needs you, 

'You 'ff never know when to refuse; 

find when you caff his name, 
'You don 't know if its time or fate. 
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Lord Take Me To ^ourjirms Of (Rest 



Lord, take me to your sweet dreams 

Count one for nothing in your arms; 

In rest, I shall stay Believing Cove 

JLnd in your heart make me your Beat. 

Count one for nothing in your Cove 

My spirit Be mingled in your universe; 

Make me a star to stand with you 

Side By side walking in the dark^ 

Count ten for nothing in eternity 

(By your spirit Cet me Be me; 

JLndin my sweet songs, a harp 's sweet 

In my steep of dust is your rest. 

Count twenty for nothing in value 

Tor Bitter is my pain and sweet with you; 

In my lonely place where one love grows 

J? seed for nothing for a fruit anew! 
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Love 



Love is one of the of the wonderful 

Ingredients of fife: 

The co for is the whofe worfd. 

It is something we hefddeep 

Preciousfy treasured fi^e crystaf 

It is never ending nor had Beginning; 

It is fike the (Divine, so true 

So (Enduring. . . 

Love is one of the designed 

Ingredients of fife: 

The stroke is the whofe worfd 

It is something we hefddeep 
<Precious fy treasured fi^e gofd. 

It is never rough nor had refining; 

It is fike the Pure Water, so cfear 
So affuring. . . 

Love is one of the sweetest 

Afflictions of fife: 

The mafady is the whofe worfd. 

It is something we hefddeep 
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<Preciousfy treasured tike sifver. 

It is never darkened nor shining; 

It is [ike the Breath of earth, so stormy 

Sometimes so caCm. . . 

Love is one of the spfendored 

Devotions of fife: 

The consequence is the whote world. 

It is something we held deep 

(preciously anchored [ike a6yss. 

It is never measured nor infinite; 

It is tike the morphic cocoon, so unpredictable 

So unpretensious. 

Love is never understood 

(By pefection of the wilt: 

The Bits of it is 'You. 
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Love Me JL flit 



Love me a Bit 
Like candy's sweet 

Hotdme a Bit 
Like candte 's fit 

Tear me a Bit 
Like CuffaBy's meet 

Tease me a Bit 
Like a smife 's Beat. 

Choose me a Bit 
Like grandma 's kit 

%iss me a Bit 

Like my BaBy'spet 

(Demure no more 

Of my childish tit! 

Now 

Love me a Bit 

(pfease... 
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Man Vnknown jA. Question Of Who 



He sees dear vision Beyond 

(By the limits of reality, 

(Reminiscing... 

He knows His sporadic thoughts 

Was cunning in more wonders, 

(Reflecting... 
He was convinced By his own 

"Wisdom of ideas in limits 

Curling like curls upon his head 

"Unknowing of its superficiality... 

He Believes clear wisdom Beyond 

(By the courses of reality, 

RememBering... 

He thaws concepts and ideas 

"With uniqueness rare to find, 

JLBsorBing... 

His wisdom is a paragon of visions 

Instilling core judgment of imagery 

Of ventures outside reality But true 

"Knowing By his own difference. 
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Man I'm fishing Why 



Why... 

To the explicit, the verses speah^ 
Tor themselves; 

To the impficit, the feelings 
(Remained douBtful; 

To the cynics, the inquisition 
Is impossibly true, But why? 

To the reader, ah, figment of 
Imagination, But how was it? 

To the views of many, generally 
VnacceptaBle, But can we dot it? 

Why? 
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My (Deep Steep In The (Beginning 



So pfain it was the "Universe 

When the Spirit allured 

'The whole concourses of angels; 

Songs were tike the hymns 

Of an infinite origin. . . 

So soothing, so simpfe and so sweet. 

So pfain it was the "Universe 

"When the stars allured 

The whofe concourses of angels; 

Where the constefCations of firmament 

Wear the tight of their own. . . 
So magnifying, so delightful and true. 

So plain it was the "Universe 
When in one stroke an angel cheated 

The divine streams of systems; 

Where the whole wide expanse 

Well organized of their own orbits. . . 

So clear, so crystallize and real. 

Now my Lord Cjod tell me then 

How it was Before me, 

find He plainly say: 
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In the (Beginning, I was nothing 

(But a voice of my own, Words of my own 

Without form But empty. 

I made a sound out of my voice 

I heard myself, and letters 

Form my senses - Letters of my own, 

(But it was from nothing But from me 

JL womB of my own. 

I said, Light! ... and everything Begin 
From it! I formed those without forms 
Including myself in an array of forms; 
From darkness, I clothed it with light; 
JLndfrom my own light, 
I clothed the dar^. . . It was the Beginning! 

My Son. . . 

I must Be incomplete, 

So that !Man will Be complete; 

I must Be perfect, 

So that 9dan will Be imperfect. . . 

It was as it was 

find will Be as it was. . . 
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'With a single tap on my face 

He leaned on me in my deep sleep. 

My dream Brought me out 

Trom my own reality: 

'That my flesh is the tabernacle 

Of my own spirit. 

It was as it was 

find will Be as was in me! 
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9dy Lust "Within Hooked Net 



The wave was tumultous dizzy 

Jis a conqueror roar over white caps 

J? net [aid open white the eagle 

Shun away tike sparkles of sort 

9fo wandering, But an innocent tust... 

flmidthe seemingly gentle wave 

Ji canary swim tike a duck^ 

9fo worry neither weary over waves 

The prey swim high it tooses Boundlessly... 

No asking nor a wittto deny the opportunity! 

JLs the Boat turned into seagoing ships 

The tremor of thunders whamp amidship 

JAs the Captain realized, it was a hook^ 

(But he felt to continue... surfing the deluge 

find anchored at confusions of sinful views! 

flh! This wordly cucumBer swam like pigs 
JLs it withered into an oBlivious disBeliefs 

JLs the pain within grew tike the waves 
Lightnings shun away crying, no weeping 

(But the alt in a hoof^noBody can deny... 

!My tust within was hooked By the net! 
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The Captain said, oh dear... what a pity 

JLwoooooh...the dogs howl tike tigers 

!Nb, tike Rons within a cage of disbelief... 

I was within it and now out... 

When wiff it get started? .... 
(Don't ashjne Tammy... I know you know. 
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Nustrum Constitutum 



I was taught to speakfreedom 

abducted with setf contempt 

find Benediction By the rutes! 

I prophesied contentment and oppression 

Hovered with slaughtered words of conviction 

White they turned Bac^at me... 

I wrote on papers with douBts and trouBtes; 

I conceived the rufes By time 

With veracity in its contention! 

(But, I was within two Btoc^ing spurs 

Of heaven 's judgment: 

One 's By the rufes of humanity 

find others By the rufes of inhumanity! 

Truth though it stands as the shining armour 

Of wisdom and power 

Is tike words sometimes seated 

fit the foot of divine ones; 

(But, my words were made not 

Of empty praises 

So simpfe as they were uttered in grief. 

Words content shattever wear twitights 
Visiting the noohjofmy sun: 
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My voice was shattered 

(By the gleaming gestures of cheerful youth 

'Wearing the throne for new generations. . . 

(Darkless was seen By my eyes 

c Exalted and half-Buried under 

'The spCendid ground of the sun. 

I shaffsay no evif nor wifC upon mygfory 

Though seaBirds were my songs in sofitaire: 

My Boat have anchored with inflamed 

(ResemBlance By the sea; 
(promises never shall I five afterwards 

In my wickedness. 

(But, even if my completion 's dimmed 

My senses are fighted; 

My Bones are weakened 

(But my tongue remains in my sun. 

So distinct were the rules conceived. 

(Both the evil and the good are one! 

Shalom! They shall never wear the crown 
In greatness nor shall I again. . . 
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Oh "That Soft Ofcf Music 



Soft Old "Music has its own spirit: 
It penetrates the ceil of the flesh! 

Just tike water... 

It 6fends to the very soul; 
It comforts the dying of pain; 
It thrifCs fonefiness and grief. 

It tran forms sharpness of the sword, 

Turning down the 6 fade into softer fang. 

It softfy injects the venom of rest. 

Li^e a grass, it dances softfy 
To the swing of the wind in surety... 
It never Burnt out nor hug the dust! 

Oh! That soft old music 
Can never rest. 
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Otd (Pathways 



It was an array of darkness 

find a weary souC paints destiny 

Of its own striving to waff^a path 

Where thorns and thistles toy: 
It Bequeath the Benighted infamy 

Of a frenzied tife. 

'The influ^of thoughts wasp fain 

To reach out the endless tight. 

(But, as I watkjiear, it goes off 

Tar from where I stand. 

JLndas I tooh^a Bacf^step, I saw 

The pathway comes near so Bright. 

What is it that I flinch? 

Questions were uncertain 

Tor answers 

nor the meaning so tied 

(By the curdng of my tongue: 

!My mouth spo^e 

9Ay senses tensed 

find in my awesome amazement 

I found mysetf wafting 

(Bach^at my old pathways. 
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Ofd '"Writings Ofd ' Scrapbookjdtd (Ptay 



Old writings script like weeds cut a shaped show, 

Hefting wind's course in a flowery shot 'neath ship; 

It whittled down a snug picture in a fine array, 

OCdman 's smite glow like fling of a sunlight ray. 

T^is ofd scrapBookwon every heart's sorrow and joy 

In a reader's mind, a keenly stride, a swinged Bouy: 

Where memory's Blurred tike thinly clouds match 

<Even more amusing is its skin-wound rared patch. 

Oh finely writings showed a twinly delight nitch, 

With one little lad happened to reach out a hitch; 

One arm stretch out a skyward palm's colored ink^, 

(Drops of drizzled air've finally send it to a sink^ 

"Oh, why? , said the lad, my granny's scrap Book^ 

Was made into a paper fly, a kite, and a queeny coof^.. " 

He mustered all the pages, match a writing in the air, 

"Oh please no! that 's my granny's scrapBookt please sir! " 

Was his last cry out from his disdainful love and heart, 

dears' re seemed like a river flow over his eyes and Brow; 

Only one sigh is paid By the man in its alt keenly musing: 

J? last laugh's heard from afar like dropped dews sewing! 
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(Paint Out A Hatred "Within 



J? day of visiting 

JL friend I fyiow... 

He was sitting By a rocf^ 

In two-way waterflbw... 

He smiled, waved a hand 

fi smite Cong gone... 

wore His wrinkled face 

Tired and done. 

fin hour of visiting 

fi friend I saw... 

He was 'pinning a cfothesdne 

Toe on toe... 

He was short as I am 

(Bit on Bit... 

With his wiffing heart 

Tuff of anger now caressed. 

I painted him a happy song 

That's tong Been sang... 

Lyrics I have forgotten 

Tainting out hatred deep within. 
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(Peace tffiat Never Was (Peace 



9dan was created with the perfection 

Of the flesh, as moved By the spirit; 

Innocence was his peace untif 

The perfection of the lust; 

That perfection of wisdom is ofQod 

(But perfection of destruction is of evil 

That nothing more than choices Between! 

Man was created with the perfection 

Of judgment, as inspired By the spirit; 

Ignorance was his peace until 

The perfection of knowledge; 

That inquinity of wisdom is ofCjod 

(But perfection of catastrophe is of evil 

That nothing more than changes Betweenl 

Tor knowledge is for ignorance, 

Judgment is for transgression, 

(perfection is for imperfection, 

Ingenuity is for anonimity; 

Tor peace that never was peace 

Without oppositions at war! 
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(Poetry Is The TacuCty Of Qod 



Oh, how I live the intricate wisdom 

Of the Lord's poetic death in darkless, 

'With a sweet embrace, Ifeft 

The cunning warmness of caress 

JLs though a Brother needs affection, 

'Whispering the swiftness of the soul 

In a tender passion of compassionate. 

Oh, how I wander the intricate 

'Wisdom of the Spirit's poetic light, 

'With a cunning nurture of his wings, 

I felt the dusty pique of time 

JLs though a Cost soul needs affection, 

Sweetly whispering tike a pixje 

In a tender express of expression. 

Tor god Coves the poetry of his own 

Creation, the fulness of his charity 

'With no point of Beginning not it ends! 

Certainly, Qod himself is a poet 

To the fulness meaning of his words, 

Toetry then is the faculty ofCjod! 
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(Poetry 



(poetry...? 

It's the universe of celestial Beauty 

find the song of the spirit... 

It 's the infinite -wisdom 

Hidden within By every verse: 

A confounded passion of the self. 

It's one of the splendors of creativity 

(Relishing the universe within... 

It's the offspring of the person unknown, 

The human personality within itself. 

It 's chimerical avenue of pain and joy 
find the outward expression of Both... 

^he finite and infinite character 
Of things felt, seen or unseen By eyes. 

It 's a universe in itself- a myth 

Of the stars and the planets... 

The milhy way of the unfounded truths, 

The joy of galaxies of uncolored thoughts! 

JL Breathe of air in an empty watercup. 
(poetry then is who you are... is it? 
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(Pride 



(pride is primordiafe Cement of the worfd 

(Revving ait men into sudden anger. 

It never restoreth Beauty of the heart, 

(But teadeth destruction of whole Being! 

It never Coveth hardships and heartaches 

(But Bringeth forth them to sustain. 

It never e^afteth the spirit of the souf 

(But teadeth failures of the whole person! 

(pride never endureth pain forever, 

(But sustains to tive with the wind. 
It serveth tike a dust ofrustings 

(Breaking off the Bones with douBts! 

It isfeafuf, douBtfuf, easify tamed 

(By worfdCy reafities, sees aCC6ut fittfe. 

It teadeth men tofeafut, doubtful steps 

VnsureCy measuring one to another! 

It never recognize sacrifice and patience 

(But Bringeth forth them unrighteousness! 

Like pain it is soothing for open wounds 

Gasify rusted 6y command of sea Breeze! 
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(procrastination 



(procrastination is a profused malady of the spirit: 

JL downfall of the industrious 

J? seaming pain of the heart 

J? temptation of the flesh 

JL put off things for today's worf^ 

JLnd leave it for tomorrow. . . 

(procrastination is simple worhjiot done today: 

JL lazy choice 

^failure 

J? painful culprit! 

It is never will 6 e productive 

(But a slanderous worh^of pride 

Where all afflictions soar up to the hilt 

Uncontrollable By no turning bach^ 

It is affliction and pain 

The ultimate of unbelieving 

find disobedience 

This poem was published in 

The (Poet Sanctuary anthology 

entitled: < Ml)S ( ES 0<F TWE SNOW 
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(prodigafSequeCA Sensation Of The ^tesh 



See, within a carousel of fleshy Bellows 
'The spirit within pounds a thousand heart: 
Forgetting the established principles learned 

Just to satisfy an ember of curiosity; 

fis many things was just of earrings reach 

In the gallows ofpureness and serendipity. 

The sensations was so subtle but erratic 

While the conscience requires to quit the desire 

The flesh commands a strong urge to push through. 

find the course wind up something so unpalatable 

'Within the perforation of somewhat elegant sense 

fis the fleshy urge creep up above the limitations! 

find deep within this insurmountable desires 

(Everything in me was overwhelmed by its enticings. 

It was never before an event, much of flirtations 

Neither was it a clogged eloquent banterings 

fis the sensation enveloped me into a pit 

Which I know was largely dark^and fiery. 

fill that I can utter was sorry... 

find repentance was neither a gift 

9for a freely bargain after committing a sin. 

find I know that punishment is about to gain 

fi rudely pain of my own wickedness... 

fi lonely walkbachj-o the long path of return 

To expect an unwavering amnesty from the Lord above. 
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J? Cong road that tersely invite a wave offonefy hand 

Waiting a hug from those who were caring 

Tor I now know the price of curiosity Begets pain 

find everything of it ^iffs the worthiness 

Of Cong ago. ..But now a Base of iniquities. 
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(purpte Ctover In Canvass 



!My mind was Btanh^at the watt By chance 

Where a hanging canvass caught my gtance; 

I tistenectto tittte whispers in my ears 

JLs this drawn canvass made a stance. 

I stood up as my eyes pin apurpte ctover 

Wondering Behind the painters mind; 

I cteavedto my gtass as I stood By 

To a wonderful thought a painter's try! 

Jis others wondered with their whims aroused, 

I went near the canvass share it out toud 

JLs they tried say something ctose as near 

To a ctoser heart faraway But dear! 

How tonety woutdit Be as it hang 

To a toner's mind it seems a tong song; 

Neither woutdit Be a ctover or of short, 

It ctings to my wandering mind's report. 

Oh friend and tovety daughter faraway 

(Retained an evertasting chitta heart stay; 

It woutdn 't Be ctose or near at home 

LayedBy own the orchids inspiration! 
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Queer Thoughts It Is 



Inept as it is 

Nowhere to hold... 

J? Beauty so deansed 

(Beneath a soured notes 

Wishing just tike the wind 

To host a great waffow 

Vnfaced 

In a 6efficose Bowl 

What is it when asf^ 
The fetter's not enough 
(By which to commune? 

"We toggfe 

Within a crowded ptace 

Walking tike Beggar 

Huggting ajar. 

Oh why we seem to Bother 

The foolishness of our own? 

Oh why we seem to Bfister 

The wound caused By own. 

!Nb matter what it might Be 

So weird as it is 

Seems to Be queer thoughts 

Indeed! 
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Saddened Sadness (By (Pain 



Oh, pain By the spfash of a taboo 

Creeping tike a sad rendezvous; 

It showed no whittle By so66ing 

In a fonefy threatricai show; 

It pained me deep By the heart 

JLs tearful eyes Begun to flow; 

It showed no teasing tike a child 

In her little lovely view. 

Jilt, she cried and soBBed too hard 

(jetting a lonely attention show; 

(But the mother kept on smiling 

As the little girl strive a Blow! 

She shouldn 't have done it, 

Wo Better, no not yet... 

(But the persistent teaser 

Spilled a Bit, no wonder 

9fo Better, no not yet... 

JLs the mother steered up a soBBing 

Crying out loud like a hades pit: 

She was saddened sadness By pain to rest! 
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Sotdier 



The bearing of your uniform 
Is the symbol of your Country; 

The looks in your eyes 

fire honors of your loved ones; 

The hold of arms is law on justice: 

(Do not k^ll without a cause. 

The hope of your Country 

Is training new generations; 

Whatever you have fought in war or in peace, 

Is mission for mankind. 

(Remember, the law of justice educates 

Lessons in your inheritance. 

The midst of your trials 

fire lessons of your fears; 

Overcome it or otherwise 

The muddy battlefields keep you unsung. 

(Bear these remnants in faith and honor: 

The banner of bravery, integrity, loyalty, 

find love of Country is people's riches. 

You are unique and has destiny... 
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Squirmed 



What a soothing Breeze 

In a morning dew 

Wind kisses your cheeky 

White trees watching By. 

(Birds sing out of their cadence 

'Their tune mingled at 

The morning fight. . . 

I was rushing home a flight! 

Sfeepy heads, sfeepy tune 

Caress the innermost fumes. 

JLs fik§ a swarming Bees, 

A Buzz hi^e the pfain: 

Simple sight affures 

JLndthe wind tamed 

The sizzfe. 

Let no hookj-histted a zoom 

(Beyond the warming gfade of fumes. 

flndmypfume rode a highway 

In myptane paper and words were ecstasy! 

I hanged out my sifence squirming 

J4.s I was Bound pesting the haze. . . 

I faff down in a fong journey offfying 

And was victimized By my own dream. 
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The Ant 



He searched unbearable things, 
(Drawn it though in boundless 

Streams of pathways. 

Like the harmony of the song, 

'The wonder was so immensed. 

Within a gentle cracky 

He played the reflection 

Of our own image. 

This -poem was pub fished in 

The (Poet Sanctuary anthology 

series entitled 9d c 0S c ES 0<F THE SNOW 
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^he (Declaration Of Truth 



We must remember the time unknown... 

When the whole universe was dark^ 

find our spirits was in fortune dwell 

In the womb of heavenly mansion; 

When the heavenly Spirit strive 

'To Be Born amidst the swell of darkness 

find sought the eternity of nature 

Within the womB of infinite fashion; 

When the spirits Begotten shouted 

Tor joy was the heavenly parlance 

That uttered the merciful silence 

Within the depth of intelligence; 

When the voice was the source 

Void for its unwitting wake 

find the spirits around touched 

The span of unknown measures; 

find light was the unwitting glow 

OfBuBBling utterance from deep sleep 

JLs the (Divine Love of Heavenly Cjod 

(flitters from the truth of Himself. 
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rtfie Heart 



The heart 's the revelator of ait that is hidden; 

It speaks of things' Beyond 

'The discernment of thoughts; 

It's the fulfiller of the those unfulfilled truths: 

The center of eccentricities... 

It never falters from all truths 

(But Brings out the truth in plainness 

Of the whole meaning! 

Foremost 

It's the great plantation ofCjod 

Where the promises of the fathers 

Was made for all generations; 

It's the vineyard of the Lord 

Where the gospel is wealth for all 

While the Holy Cj hosts reveals 

Against all contentions! 

It 's the softness of all spots within 

A weakened part of the whole person 

Where the Spirit dwells in glory 

In an eternal round of the soul. 

It's the center isle of the universe 
Where the celestial Cjods lives in heaven 
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Where righteousness is flower for eternity 

While the priesthood retained 

The fulness of times. 

'The heart's Heavenly Father's celestial gift 
Tor all his creations where life lives 
It 's the ultimate communication line 

J? man possess 
Installed for a divine purpose of times. 



Geopoet 



The Lighthouse 



Stormy wind and stormy nights 

(B [ending the days destroying amber; 

Hurting every Bit of squawk 

Squeezing every swirfing waves 

Jis the sea mounted an advance 

'This simple tight Beyond 

Invites my stead to go near hand. 

I swing every strength 

Courted every minute 's sweff 

Maneuvering every spfurting water 

jABove and even underneath 

Jis I swam to a tiny lead I see. 

Oh inspiration sweff in desperation 

Jis I hang out from a Bfowing twirf 

9Ay fast Breathe cut off temporarify 

Qoing Beyond it tiff a hand cf asp' s f eft, 

Caught me off my deep Bfue sea. 

Oh fighthouse, yes, it's you I rememBerl 

'Your fight have swam a miffion mifes 

(Reaching out a Berthing of fife; 

'Your hands cfing a respite, my fast Breath, 

Jis you gave me fife Beyond 

9Ay desperate swirfing deathfy reach. 
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The ^Aaze 



Harkjrom the pain 

Of destiny he sang; 

'The pface was for kings 

Neither queens to imptore; 

The rod of tashes paws gentty 

JLnd mercy is song... 

The maze was a gentle thought 

Just up to anyone; 

The answer is [eft Behind 

The catafysts of fife... 

Sceptics are the deBators 

Of truth and just... 

Cynics [eft Behind shunning 

So must come adoring... 

'Who is he that makes the tine 

Streaming the takes...? 
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The NeecCCe 's Eye 



There are questions for every fife 

Lord, pfease give us your tight; 

We wander the %vorfd6yyour heavenly spefC 

9fow we found nothing at afC; 

It's you at Cast we see vision of dreams. 

We've pfanted in faith the seed of Cove, 

Storing up treasures with pain; 

Many thieves 6ro^e in and stole them ait 

Now, we have nothing at aff; 

It's you at fast we see vision of hope. 

Lord, How can we fit in your needte' s eye 

When no one wilt guide us to pass? 

How can we fit in your kingdom of love 

Where Blessings in grace grow stiff? 

There are questions for every fife 

Cjod, pfease give us your tove 

We wander the wortdwith your kingfy words 

War exist and peace is a dream, 

It's you at fast we feet evertasting care! 
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Tfe Old 'And 'New 



(To My grandfather, Jovito Moreno Lopez) 

I could not see how the old 

(Die younger for reasons deprive it; 

I coufdnot see how it makes the old 

Cry for the truth demur it. 

The roots ream a vision though 

It went through a Ca6yrinth: 

It wheeled, went and gone By... 

(But each has its own choice, 

Hope, and rest. 

I don 't want to see more how the old 

(Die older or the youth younger, 

Tor reasons I refuse to know. 

'Why? ...' 

(please, don't asfcjne, Cjrandpa... 
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The (Poor Among The (Rich 



In the desert of woes 

Lies the siftation 

Of the heart: 

Where the incorruptible 

Corrupted By the weCC-fytown 

Innocent! 

The unknown be known 

(By the ingenuity 

Of the dumb! 

find the riches of them 

JLtfis the poor 

JLmong the rich: 

(By reciprocity, 

We can see the poorness 

Of the rich, 

White we may felt 

The richness of the poor! 

JLh, such a catastrophic 

Tremor of the truth indeed. 
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The (Prized (PenduCum 



The prized pendulum swing tike 
1 7 air-cornered wings of the wind; 
(penitent and perfidious fy switching 
In the querufous graves- 
Crowing a fitany Bit By Bit. 
(But, as time wrenches a ringing 
In the round portals of hafts and swing, 
While the swampy views the tide eBBing, 
JL new day stayed on Bright and tight! 
'The hoarse shouting at a distance 
(Echoed and shuddered the cant; 
(But, the pefecity of it ait remained 

'Within the limits ofunlimited- 
The chanting voice 's Been chained! 
They swing up and down Bottomless, 
Swaying tike mantle of a small shy; 
find the Beams had Burrows to a try 
Incredulously counting the catch cry- 
Crooked as it were like aByss die! 

Semi-Finalist in !May 2002 International Open (Poetry Contest 

(www.poetry.com) and puBlished in an anthology entitled, 

LETTER T(RPM TME SOUL ( 

LiBrary of Congress IS®N-0-7951-5160-8) 
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^he Swing Of(DamocCes 



The shredding sound of the thunder 

Cuts through a suppfed-Bone Bit, 

Of a fighter's howling swing 

A hofied sword pierces 

Thriffs the victorious stance 

Of the Brave crawfing wind zooming... 

There was onfy one heap of slaughters 

Staffing aff the fences of a defense; 

The rehearsed agony of a coward 

(Binding, pinning his own mafady; 

JLndthe question asked worriedfy 

'Was: 'What wiffBe the ne^t p fight? 

His dofdrums wear those who 've downed 

find those who've remained fighted! 

Lol ...was the cursing view ofBattfes 

(Resented the smeffofthe dying piece? 

Or, were the vanguards of peace retofd 

Their ventures at the foot of a queen? 

"Kingdoms faifed to anchor a treasured Behest 

"Whife fegends Bestowed upon the epics! 
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The Tentades Of l)n6etieving 



Spreading far and wide, 
Cjreat perdition by the hue! 

(By the mouth of deceits, 

(Deceived greater than had; 

(By the plunderous wor^of hand, 

(plundered even more; 

(By the fust of flesh and Beauty, 

Corrupted and rottened; 

When evil deeds end, 

(Everything's gone and perished! 

What is there to unite, 

When nothing is spread? 

What is there to collect and enjoy, 

When none is given or shared? 

What is there to read and tinker, 

When scribes refused to write or shied? 

Everybody loves believing 

When nothing is unbelieving; 

Tor in the course evenmore wanting 

Lay tentacles of unbelieving. 
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The Trinity 



My Lord, My Father and My Creator 

Of my own; I was the (Beginning of fight 

Formed out of your Nothingness; 

'The reafity of your Words; 

Conception of your senses; 

"Mystery of your Beginnings; 

(perception of your own; 

'Writings of your words; 

(Distinct Spirit of your own; 

Catenary of your veins; 

^Wisdom of your senses; 

(pupiCofyour eyes; 

Light of every creation that you see; 

Air of your Breath that incensed 

'Your deepest steep; (Rest that I rested 

From; the (Beginning of your wake; 

And the Awakening of your Spirit; 

Sevenfold of ones, hundreds, thousands, 

MiCfionths and more of it 

That a ff Begins in your Self. 
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Ifo Vnfqioxvn ganger 



He wore unwittingly Bloodshot eyes, 

His face was alluring to fish, 

J? friend envied his fortune: 

Mountains, rivers, and takes. 

^drifting his sorrows though 

Anguish was temporary But stiff... 

Looking up the rainBow: 

The cfouds made choices! 

He stood [ike a gypsy in the rain 

'White trekking atone 

His madly imaginings: 

thinking unfortunate 

Than paupers or Blinds. 

He walled his pains with 

The menu of understanding: 

He saw his unfounded fear; 

He smiled and walked away 

From me racing the doldrums 

'While asking, 'Where am I to go? ' 
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I7i£ Wea^S^in ^ties 



In my days of younger years 
When innocence was my conscience 

With simpfe thoughts and ideas 
Intermingled with pain and suffering 

Of the wounds that are opened 

Jis caused 6y itching and scuBBing... 

I remember those days in the past 

When the zooming creatures landed 

On my feet where they sipped 

'The moisted wound in open air 

No malice, no shame, no suBterfuge 

<Flew andfandedin open space 

Clasping or washing Both hands 

find feet as they steer awfully agaped 

Jit a man who'd have that feast! 

If I were a fly who 'd feasted 
The opened feasting wound of feet, 
I woufd curse the day I first tasted 

That sapping pain of flesh... 
Wea^s^in indeed suffers its own! 
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The WindoxvCess Shop 



JLs we drove way to the market pface, 

JL great number of Buyers and vendors 

Offered, counter-off ered their goods 

In a row. It was the site of 

A windowfess shop. 

'We were just curious spectators 

Of a scene where Business was different, 

The air was decadent, morning Breath 

To demure. 

'Each choice was unscented more 

Than just a morass of flowers. 

Vnaware of its intricacies, 

The shop was Bounded By its fimit 

Of fife. 

Tomorrow, Begins a new day 

Again to see it Beautifuffy. 

The writer wiff write a melody 

Of a song rememBered awhile, 

Then feel it through the eyes 

In the heart of an artist. 

Semi-finalist in April 2002 International Open (Poetry Contest. 
It was puBlished in an anthology entitled, 

OETTBRS T<RPM THE S0l)L 
LiBrary of Congress IS&N-0-795 1-5 160-8) 
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To (Peg "What A "Woman She Is 



Here in the world of pain 
A woman stood up in pfain 

Simpfy she toof^the Cane 
Jl sacrifice of Cove she attain. 

I coufdnot hofda tear 

To hide 6 e hind my own fear 

I coufdnot make through a way 

To offer her my heart 's haffway! 

Oh (Peg my dear how you fee C 

That moment seeing your mother's hurt 

I coufdsee in your eyes afeefing unique 

Inspire me and you to scribe the part. 
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Trimmed Jfair Cut Lik§ Waterfloxv 



T'was morning near the dawn Breaks 

Jis my fazyfeet stabbed the day woods; 

'White crickets rested their chanting, 

'The hoppers g towed a windfut tricki 

find the haffowed "wind swattowed 

The taps and borne the giggte; 

The stead from afar whist fed a time, 

find my ears began to grow bare 

find the ground trembles tike a switch; 

Like a dream it fizzled a twitch - 

(grinding and searching the tine, 

find the form cuffed a trimmed hair; 

flwhite gravitated the putt from a top: 

There! JL new ground discovered from afar 

JLndt'is beauty witt never fade forever, 

'Why woutd nature cut it through? 
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Vniqueness In ¥ou 



(Rare heart oftentimes hidden 

<Put in one corner thence Bitten; 

It 'it survive just keep on digging 

<You '[[find a go [d mine under the pain. 

It seems so hard to find a woman 

With a heart su6[ime, to her so fine; 

So e[usive it seems that rainbow fa[[ 

To a one so distant on a [one[y shore. 

To 6ui[dnew Beginning to a Rfe content 

I cou[d6e with her an eterna[ saint; 

(But Rfe has its own purpose for her I know, 

!My (jodwitfshow her to me 

(Before t 'is Rfe skepsfor her endow. 
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Vatiant Sons of New JerusaCem 



The Origin 

Lehi was a prophet of oCd JerusaCem 

Having had four sons, namefy: 

Laman, 9fephi, Lemuel and Sam. 

His wife was named Sariah, 

'The mother of New JerusaCem. 

It was then first year of reign 

Of Zedefciah, %ing ofjudah; 

Svc hundred years of Cong ago 

The Lord commanded Lehi to go: 

Come out of JerusaCem 's Beehive 

JLndsoon search the presence ofCjod 

(By the wiCderness of your afflictions. 

Nephi was Lehi 's faithful son 

In aCChis ways; as he was Coving 

JLs his father, the faithful one; 

9fephi said I wiCCgo and do 

Things of the Lord; 

Tor his commandments has a way 

To accompdsh his desires as it may. 

The (Breakout and Contentions 

Nephi taught his Brethren aBout the Lord 
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peeping updat his will and commandments, 

VntilLehi died in his golden days 

That 9fephi was chosen as to lead. 

Laman and Lemuel rebelled to destroy; 

liephi their brother or even pervert 

Sam's mind to their own evil faith; 

(But Nephi withstood his faith 
In Qodwho remindeth him saying: 

It must needs be that there was 

Opposition so that man should act 

Tor himself as wisdom is precious gift! 

Coadministered to 9fephi that people 

Of Laman be the scourge of his people 

'To always remind them of their life's 

(Everlasting commandment as well. 

And wars have stricken in every pages 

Of the lives ofNephites and Lamanites; 

And prophets have to strive to settle 

These never-ending contentions and strifes! 

The (Practice ofTaith 

Jacob followed the preaching ofNephi 
With Joseph, son of Lehi of his old age, 
A dear brother born in the wilderness. 
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The peopfe ofLefri Became Nephites, 

Jacobites, Josephites, Zoramites, 

Lamanites, Lemuelites, and Tshamaelites. 

<ForJaco6 and Joseph were consecrated 

To Become priests and teachers 

(By the hands offifephi, thus, they fead 

Thinking of certain responsibility hence: 

We answer the sins of the peopfe upon 

Our heads if we do not teach them 

The Word of ^od with all diligence. 

Tor they teach the peopfe to thinks 

Of their Brethren tike unto theirselves, 

(Be familiar with all and free 

With their substance, that they maybe 

(Rich tike unto them; but before seeking 

Tor riches, see kj or the "Kingdom of§od 

Tor Jacob glorified Cjod in ait his days. 

The Olive Tree allegory 

(Behold, great and marvelous are the works 

Of the Lord-unsearchable are the depths 

Of his mysteries, for no man knew his ways 

Save it be revealed unto thee. 

Tor Cjod loved all there is in mankind 
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(Even those of scattered -pagans and 

Cjentiles of hope, when they despise 

'The handiwort^of their own hands. 

Tor the vineyard of the Lord is designed 

To the Benefits of those who are sublimed 

(By the Words of his Onfy (Begotten Son. 

Tor the olive tree of his chosen faith 

% 'as grafted Both with natural and wild, 

Tor the Branches of their own flowered 

With good and evil fruits comBined 

In the face of the Lord of the vineyard. 

(But the Lord^ept the good natural Branches 

Of Both, and grafted them to the mother 

Tree of righteousness of old! 
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Voice Of The Lord 



The voice of the Lord is sweet 

9dore than the sweetness 

Of the world can give; 

It pierces through the heart 

Like cold wind 

find clothe my whole Being 

'The Cove more than parents 

Can give or Brethren 's emBrace. 

It's Cight of the spirit, 

JL [amp of the Body 

Much more a crystaf 

Or even greater than liquid 

Water flow or even the sky aBove. 

It redeemed my soul, Bit By Bit 

find lifted up my spirit into 

Third heaven of celestial glory. 

The voice of the Lord is sweet, 

Simply sweet more than 

The cunning sweetness of the devil 

The voice of the Lord is true! 
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"What 



(Tor grandpa and Cjrandma) 

Stifled fight ifCumined 

The dying days, as it 

"Weirdfully grumbled, grappling 

The sagging delight... 

"Within... 
fin amorphous Bench 

Fizzled a cavalry 

Ofgalantrous imagery 

Of the night. 

I just sat there and wondered. 

"Where was the last day 

<^one By? 
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"What Is Love 



Love is the gift within a heart 

That frills the unwanted Be wanted; 

It is neither a sacrifice 

Nor a Blessing 

(But a divine right to practice. 

Love is never something material 

That thriffs the givers to give; 

It is neither a Behest 

Nor an heir to feast 

(But a divine privilege to share. 

Love is not something to Be hidden 

That trices the self to envy; 

It is neither a conceit 

Nor a self -longing pit 

(But a divine righteousness to keep. 

Selected to Be puBlishedfor the Quarterly (puBlication with 

VoicesNet Anthology 7 

International (poetry Competition, 2003 
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What Is Of Love 



Love is one of the wonderful 

Ingredients of fife: 
The co for is the whole world. 

It is something we held deep 

(preciously treasured like crystal 

It is never ending nor had Beginning; 

It is like the (Divine, so true 

So enduring. . . 

Love is one of the designed 

Ingredients of life: 

'The stroke is the whole world. 

It is something we held deep 
(preciously treasured like gold. 

It is never rough nor had refining; 

It is like the Pure Water, so clear 
So alluring. . . 

Love is one of the sweetest 

Afflictions of life too: 

The malady is the whole world. 

It is something we held deep 
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<Preciousfy treasured like sifver. 

It is never darkened nor shining; 

It is [ike the Breath of earth, so stormy 

Sometimes so caCm. . . 

Love is one of the spfendored 

Devotions of fife: 

The consequence is the whofe world. 

It is something we held deep 

(preciously anchored [ike a6yss. 

It is never measured nor infinite; 

It is Cike the morphic cocoon, so unpredictable 

So unpretensious. 

Love is never understood 
(By pefection of the wiff. 
(But, the Best of it is 'You. 
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"What Is ^here 



What is there to 6e good to deserve 

'The goodness of things supreme? 

Is it By knowing the self shine 

Like the Brightness of the sun? 

Or By a muddied words stamped 

Like weeds growing on in dried land? 

What is it then to Be reasonaBCe 

To deserve the goodness of wisdom? 

Is it By empirical world of senses 

Like fluid of space and time? 

Or By command of greatness sway 

Like profligates of kings and rulers? 

What is there of desires to deserve 

The Beauty of this perilous world? 

Is it By venture of sins forgiven 

Like the innocence of Birth? 

Or is it By the Bounds of nature 

Like the metamorphosis of decay? 

Why? ...What is there after ail? 
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VJherefkre The (Promises Qo 



I have But one wish to Be fulfilled: 
JL question out of my own oBlivion! 

JLmidst the triumph of the valiants 

Where are the promises go? 

JLh, my questions are like parodies 

Where Benigned words steal the hoof^ 

JLndthe seaming gesture conquered 

'The splicing answers to the heart! 

flmidst the triumph of the weak^ 
Where are the promises go? 

flh, my questions are like piques 
Where moaned swashes of angered piece 
Unleavened the hosts awesomely quirked 

The splicing answers to the ears! 

JLdmist the triumph of the strong 

Where are the promises go? 

JLh, my questions are like Benedictions 

Where the strength of the weak^hungered 

The splicing places of the kings! 

Where are the promises go? 

'Yes... it is in you that eloquence 

Leaves no douBting within your world. 
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"Who "You Coufcf(Be 



I just want to five and see you smife 

I just couCdh 't tet the darkjatts; 

JLndnow I'm coming home tike sunlight, 

Living tike a wind in your heart grows. 

I want to tive and see the stars shine 

I just coutdn 't tet them go on crying, 

JLndnow I'm fitting up the Bridges 

To tet the wind feet your heart throbs. 

Sometimes, it troubles me 

They cry out in the dark; 

Hut making things right, 

That 's attl can be part 

Tettme, who you coutdbe? 

I want to tive and see the sun shines, 

I just woutdn 't tet the stars fatt; 
JLndnow I'm searhing out the pages, 
To tet the wind read your heart catts. 
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<Why 



9Ay nerve raked of sorrow fess pain 

JLs I thought an extreme maze, 

Whife mountains, pfains andvaffeys 

<^one Berserk^ the rivers stream 

Its ways to the sea. 

9Ay head is cracked By vainCess pain 

JLs I bothered down in tears. 

find my eyes needed it through 

(But my duffs affgone By; 

9Ay hands tremBfed, at fast: 

Of pretensions agony andfear- 

Jis I carry down a dustfuf cfoth, 

'The Body shaked of repentance 

Tor I must know why I shoufdhide 

In this worfd of imaginations: 

I fongedfor understanding through 

The eyes of the chifd... 

Now I asked, Why? ' 
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Wish Of goodness 



I -wish 

That man wittBe saved: 

(By the goodness of his wor^s, 

(By contents of his heart, 

(By words of his dps, 

(By utterances of his tongue, 

(By doings of his hands, 

(By steps of his feet, 

(By strength of his faith. 

I -wish 

'That woman wilt Be saved 

(By design of her worths, 
(By wishful dove of her heart, 

(By art of her dps, 

(By ingenuity of her tongue, 

(By craftiness of her hands, 

(By feap of her feet, 

(By purity of her faith. 

I wish 
That everyone is of§od 
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Wishing Vpon LoneCy JfurdCes 



The field was full of empty spears 

As I walk^along a lonely path; 

The trimmings of the air gasp my Breath 

As I climb a wall of lonely treks. 

I seems that the path is long and weary 

And the night stars gloom like fairy; 

I know that a story told a night's overcast 

As we meet as lovers in a happy voice at last. 

I wish to hold her in my arms tight and cherry, 

%issing her cheekjn gentle affectionate way; 

(But hurdles clung in one walled lullaby 

As I went on dancing in the wind, a childly try. 

The voice was husky yet alluringly soft to mend 

And seems the whole sky was looking my lonely pend; 

Tor no matter how treks went on hindering my pen 

Just as long as my love is here for a beautiful end. 
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Words Not Meant To (Be 



Is it what wefeft that is more 

Meaningful that what is done? 

Is it among the storied fatfacies 

Shared By those in Bed, left or gone? 

Is it what it meant to Be as said 

Or those written, read, thence fade? 

JLCl things [eft undone and carried 

(Bound By the weight responsive Cy; 

In the course of conversed inteffect, 

!Materiafas it may Be CoBBedor dared; 

flCCwhat is found Base Cess, tike wind, 

It withered By the force of nature's fay! 

'Words may meant something yet to Be; 

(But, nonetheless it possesses more 

Than what is [eft said and done with envy! 
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Writing Fingers Of The Jfeart 



How CoveCy it is 

That thoughts are scriBBCed 

(By the choice ofaCCegory; 

How Covefy it is 

To thinf^that past 

JLre memories of the future; 

How Covefy it is 

To write 6y your choice: 

Whatsoever it may Be 

(Expressed By meCanchodc view 

The heart speaks By ereCong dew. 

How wondefuCit is 

That thoughts are scriBBCed 

(By the choice ofaCCegory; 

How awesome and sweet it is 

To thinf^that pasts 

JLre retained memories of the future: 

To write your divine choices 

<By the fingers of the heart's pure. 
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